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DRIVERS 


“A summons for speeding! A dent 
in the radiator! Another fender! 
Now really John...” 

For years her own record has 
been clean in spite of the fact that 
with her daily driving she puts down 
more miles on the speedometer than 
her husband. 

For the woman driver of today 
supplements care at the wheel with 
what is equally important—care in 
the servicing of her car, in the 


selection of the right gasoline and 


motor oil. She has the desire /Te 


and the patience to compare 


ease of starting, power on hills, mile- 
age and cost. And—she has singled 
out Texaco Gasoline, high-test at no 
extra price, and Texaco Golden 
Motor Oil, clean, clear, pure. She 
has found that this combination 
assures her absolute dependability 
in every driving situation and gives 
her the confidence and sense of 
security behind the wheel which 
she desires above all else. 
Forfinestengine performance—for 
greatest economy — stop for gaso- 
line and motor oil at the Texaco 
Red Star with the Green T. 


Texaco Petroleum Products 


, = : 
Ge THE TEXAS COMPANY 


EXACO 


CASOLINE-MOTOR OIL 


99 
hat, another fender ? 


STATISTICS INDICATE — 24% 
the licensed drivers in the U.S. A. 
are women, yet they are involved in 
only 6% of all automobile accidents. 
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JUDGING THE NEWS 


His year it’s hard to tell whether Ax» then there’s the affliction that TT Graf Zeppelin recently made 
4 


they're beach pajamas or rented they can’t do anything about: a new record. Half way around 
bathing suits. athlete’s brain. the world without a stowaway. 


A News dispatch announces that it A soston man has, been sentenced Ae the bootleg racket is getting so 
rained mud in Oklahoma recently. + 


to prison for 223 years. Which 


natives, however, thought it was should get him out just about the time of the boys are leaving for India and 
just another gubernatorial campaign. the Red Sox win their next pennant. going in the salt business. 





crowded in this country that a lot 
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Moments To REMEMBER 
Mr. Mack is forced off the road. 


The High-Grader 


Gometuine was wrong. Even before he took the pan in 
“his gnarled hands, old Joe Quartz began to suspect 
that he had been double-crossed by his rat-eyed pardner, 
Sierra Sam Doublejack. 

Old Joe kneeled down by the campfire on their claim. 
In the flickering light he moved the pan slowly from side 
to side. Hundreds of flaky particles rolled round. Joe 
looked eagerly among them for a glint of gold. He 
moved the pan gently again. Once more he was disap- 
pointed. There was not a trace of dull yellow. With a 
muttered oath, he placed the pan in his lap and pawed 
frantically at the contents. Sierra Sam, through nar- 
rowed eyelids, watched with a cunning leer. 

With a wild cry old Joe hurled the pan aside. 

“Dang yore hide!” he bellowed. “You double-crossin’, 
thievin’ hyena! It’s jest like it always is! Whenever 
we make any popcorn, you grab every durn bit that has 
butter on it!” 

—Cuet Jounson 


People I Won’t Play Golf With 
Again 

First Hore 

“H* ha, you play 

doncha? Put-put-put-put, jus 

like that. 


that is.” 


atar f 
motor got 


+ 


Ha, ha, that’s a good one 


Seconp Hoe 
“Tf I could slice like you can, I'd 
open up a butcher shop.” 
Tuirp Hote 
“Well, never mind, we can play tlu 
next hole tomorrow.” 
Fourtu Hote 
“Why doncha put an ad in th’ lost 
an’-found section of the newspaper. 
Somebody might read th’ ad an’ re 
turn your ball, ha, ha.” 
FirtnH Hote 
“Well, anyhow, you haven't lost th’ 
caddy yet.” 
Sixtu Howe 
“Why don’t ya bring th’ kids along 
next time? They'd have a great time 
playin’ with ya down there in th’ sand 
trap. Ho, ho, ho.” 
SeventuH Hote 
“Say, give me another cigarette, 
will ya?” 
Eicutu Hove 
“That drive was a 
What's th’ matter? Are you 
findin’ out we're playin’ golf instead 
of croquet? Ha, ha.” 
Nintu Hote 
“How many on th’ nine?  Fifty- 
two? Well, cheer up, Bobby Jones 
was a beginner once himself. How 


nice accident. 
just 


about another cigarette?” 
Scott Brown 
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TuHovuGutTFruL Burerar—Hey, Bo! 


JUDGE 


Better go in 
this way—your wife’s waiting for ya in the front hall. 






Sink or Swim 


“T J ELL, there, old-timer. Say, they tell me you had a 


narrow escape out at the bathing beach last Sunday; 
nearly died, I heard.” 

“Yeah, I'll say I did. Gosh, but I thought I was done 
for.” 

“What happened, go in too soon after eating and get the 
cramps?” 

“I guess that’s what happened. We hadda picnic out 
there Sunday, an’ I ate an awful lot of stuff. Then the 
bunch decided to go in swimming. I should have known 
better than to go in so soon after eating, but I went anyhow. 
Well, I walks down to th’ beach an’ stands around a while 
an’ then starts for the water. I hadn’t gone very far until I 
doubled up real sudden like an’ went down before I could 
let out a yell. Finally I got up again an’ then went right 
back down, but this time I gave a real loud yell an’ someone 
noticed me an’ started for the life guard. Th’ life guard 
beats it out to me just as I was goin’ down for th’ third time 
an’ picked me up. Gosh, but it was terrible.” 

“That drowning sensation must be horrible.’ 

“Drowning sensation h 
I nearly got trampled to death.” 





I wasn’t to the water yet. 
—Scotr Brown 








Gvuest—Gosh, I wish I could afford a car like this! Owner—So do I. 


Then and Now 


The fellow who used to get intoxicated 
and hold up the corner lamppost now 
drives a car and knocks it over. 


The editors of the Literary Digest, on 
their days off, probably go out into the 
country, listen to the buzzing of the in- 
sects and take a poll of how many Katys- 
did and how many Katysdidn't. 


A lot of people out for a drive could 
save themselves a great deal of time by 
going out in a tow-car in the first place. 


The most remarkable thing about 
Carol’s return as King of Roumania was 
that he did it without the aid or assist- 
ance of any operetta composers. 


—R. C. O’Brien 





The Cattle King 
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Ernest Void: An Interview 
By S. J. Perelman 


EK RNEST Voip was quictly smoking a 
4 Burma cheroot at the window, the 
nightshirt an 


lavender sheen of his 


unforgettable patch of color in the 
breathless hush of the lilacs, when I 
paused on his piazza and knocked 
softly. He waved me to 
chair. 

“Smoke?” he 
me keenly. 

“No,” I stammered. “The sun- 
burn makes me look a lot darker, of 
course. But I’m really as light as a 
feather; I feel like a puff of thistle- 
down, really I do.” 


a comfy 


inquired, surveying 


JUDGE 


“Gee, I haven't a single thistle- 
down left,” hesitated Void, glancing 
regretfully through his cigar case. “‘I 
wish I could offer you one, but all I’ve 
I took it with 


good grace and sniffed it apprecia- 


got left is a chair-leg.” 


tively. 

“Excellent bouquet, this,” I 
mented, lighting it with a spill from 
the fireplace. 


com- 


“Yes, I rather pride myself on my 
Void, pluming 
“T have the 
wrappers made especially for me by 


chair-legs,” agreed 


himself on his chair-legs. 


Theophilus Godalming of the Cigar 
Divan in Wardour’ Street, Soho, 
W. C., who, as you know, is really 
Prince Florizel of Bohemia.” 
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HALF AN OAF IS BETTER THAN 
NONE BLURTED THE BUMP 


Put some kind of plug into the bathtub, plumber; I’ll smoke any- 


thing. 


“Did that ’bus say Fifty-seventh Street, my good man?” 


croaked an old heel. “No, you old fathead, and if it did, I didn’t hear 


it, I’m slightly deaf,” spat an even older one. 


You ought to be glad 


you don’t have to do these, let alone read them. 





“About your jump from the Chrys- 
ler Building, Mr. Void,” I began ten- 
tatively, taking out a certified check 
for five thousand dollars, “I represent 
‘Izvestia Poldoody,’ the largest Polish 
newspaper, with a guaranteed circula 
tion of 12,000. Will this buy your 
day-by-day story of what happened 
on the way down?” 

“Pshaw,-let’s forget about money,” 
laughed Void, brushing aside the 
check into a special basket reserved 
for such objects. “What did you sa: 
your guaranteed circulation was?” | 
repeated my figures. 

“We-ll,” he said finally, “I’m 
afraid you'll have to guarantee me 
8,000 circulation or I can’t talk.” I 
spoke a few quick words into the in- 
strument at my elbow. 

“Yes, this is Chopin,” came the edi 
I explained the situation. 

“Offer him 9,000 guaranteed Poles,’ 
directed Chopin. “But 
that story or you're canned. 


tor’s voice. 


bring back 
We've 
got to beat ‘Funny Lithuanian Stories’ 
to the we're ruined!” [| 
broached the proposal to Void and he 
pondered it. 

“Well, he said, “I could get 
5,000 guaranteed Spaniards from La 
Prensa, but I'll give you a_ break. 
As you know, I took off from the 
weather-vane of the Chrysler Build- 
ing ten days ago about noon. The 
following morning I was going strong, 
just passing the seventy-ninth story. 
I looked down and saw tiny black 
specks moving about like—like——"’ 


street or 


“Like ants, Mr. Void?” I sug- 
gested. 
“That's it!” exclaimed Void. “Like 


ants ! There they 
were, moving about on the sidewalk 
like—like——”’ 

“Like ants,” I reminded. 

“Yes, like a swarm of gnats,” went 
on Void excitedly. “As the day wore 
on they started biting me. It 
terrible! I Fe 

“Just a minute, Mr. Void,” I in- 
terrupted. “JVho started biting you?” 

“The sea gulls, of course,” snarled 
Void irritably. “Who do you think 
was biting me, my mother? Those 
sea gulls were circling around in my 
wake the whole four days I was fall- 
ing. I finally had to smear their 
beaks with a special smearing fluid I 
had with me for the purpose.” 

“What did you do for victuals, 
Void?” I threw in. 

“TI victualed on a piece of wood,” 
he replied. “I had also brought 
along a canister of water to relieve 
my thirst and I took a pulitzer at that 
whenever I felt parched. The morn- 

(Continued on page 29) 


Tiny human ants! 


was 
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Books Soon Wear Out 


By Jack Cluett 


fe: r solemn, elderly publishers, wearing the conventional 

eye shades and red pencils of their profession, sat round 
a mahogany table in the Inner Sanctum of Schumann and 
Shister. In the center of the table lay a full morocco- 
bound volume of Ludwig’s “Life of Hoover.”” The presi- 
dent of Doubledoor, Dayon & Co. tried to lift the tome, 
but it was too heavy. 

Puffing for breath, he said: ‘‘What’s the use of cutting 
the price of that book to a dollar when you can’t even 
lift it?” 

“You're not supposed to lift a book,” said G. P. Putman; 
“you're supposed to read it, and then when anyone asks 
you for a match you can say: ‘No—but have you read 
Ludwig's “Life of Hoover’? ” 

The president of Fairer & Rhinestone said: “I think us 
publishers ought to sell books by the pound. For instance, 
a lady would come into Brentano’s and ask for a pound 
and a half of ‘A Farewell to Arms.’ Then the bookseller 
would put it on the scales and say: ‘How about a basket 
of mushrooms to go with it, Mrs. Diddy?’ Mrs. Diddy 
would tell the bookseller, ‘No, thanks, she’s going to 
squeeze it into beef juice for baby, so he'll be big and 





, oe 
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strong like his daddy.’ ” Sone ror a Host anp Hostess 
“We might clip the price of Richard Halliburton’s books “The Campbells aren’t coming. Hurrah! hurrah!” 
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“S-sh! For Pete’s sake,don’t wake him up!” 


6 


and sell them for door stops,” said the 
president of Mobbs-Berill. 

The president of Bon Ami & Liver- 
wurst said: “If we were his publish- 
ers, I'd clip Richard Halliburton and 
to hell with the doors. Or, better still, 
let him swim through the Panama 
Canal with a lead-bound volume of 
the ‘Royal Road to Romance’ tied 
around his neck.” 

Mr. Schumann finished editing the 
112th edition of a cross-word puzzle 
book and said: “Speaking of cutting 
prices to a dollar, we're selling edi- 
tions of Chic Sale’s new book by the 
bushel, like potatoes.” 

“That’s nothing,” said Mr. Berill, 
“we've contracted with Eddie Cantor 
for a new book, entitled ‘My Wife Is 
in Your Hands.’ The beauty of this 
book is that it has only two covers, 
with nothing inside.” 

Mr. Dayon said: “How do you read 
it—or don’t you?” 

“Easy,” replied Mr. Berill. “You 
sit in your deck chair with the covers 
open.” 

Mr. Shister said: “I’d rather pub- 
lish a book by Upton Sinclair than 
any author I know. With his books, 
our sales problem is reduced to a 
minimum. For instance, we published 
a book called ‘Oil,’ told the Watch 
and Ward Society about it, shipped 
5,000 copies to Boston and, before 
they had a chance to ban it, we had 
the whole first printing dumped into 
Boston Harbor. Along about the 

(Continued on page 31) 
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Did You Hear That— 


> & YP A Scotchman, intending to put in 


a long-distance telephone call, tried 
to make arrangements for Floyd Gib- 
bons to do the talking for him? 


Some ocean travelers are no more 
than twelve hours at sea, when they 
begin to resemble their passport pho- 
tographs. 





Then there was the near-sighted, 
pessimistic delicatessen dealer who 
was always looking for the wurst. 





Now all the University of Maine 
needs is a good football team. 
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The National Parent - Teachers’ 





- 

3 Convention recently advised a course 

% 4 <a in parenthood for high-school stu- 
7 o> a | dents. They might start by letting 


‘ : a , ais 1: > car all the time. 
The effect of an inveterate whistler bringing home “The Pipes of Pan. dad use the car a = Ome 








News from the Summer Resorts | Wea 


T handsome new lifeguard of the in i lib r 
Baths at Beach ‘ y 


Flotsam Jetsam ~~ / 
will rescue female drowners under 1 \Z \ 
190 pounds on Mondays, Wednesdays gt | 
and Fridays. Special appointments y Vv W OQvz a 
must be made for rescues at other > 
weights and dates. ° 


Two dozen corkscrews and four | 
dozen bottle-openers have been added —- ian 
to the auxiliary equipment of the fish- ae 


ml i 
ing schooner Gowanus Girl. or? ge 


on the bathroom door of Mrs. Aber- 

nathy’s Genteel Guest Cottage. Fol- he ~ ¢; 
lowing rates go into effect on July Ist: : « d ) Voc @ 
5e for the first ten minutes. 45c for ES wir ° 
each five-minute period thereafter. d| * yY 


A bath-o-meter has been installed ; = 4 
- . 


eg 


Guests at the Grotto House will 
sleep under blankets this summer, pro- = ~ 


vided they bring blankets with them. aera 4 


Saddle horses will be available 
every Saturday for week-end board- 
ers on Lake Irksome. Week-end board- 
ers will probably not be available 
until the following Tuesday. 





tT ee. 








+—+ 








Under the terms of a contract just ~ 
signed, The Cooperative Canners of i — > 
California will keep members of the WY)’ —NACQ 
Ennui County Hotel Association sup- 5 J 
plied with fresh fruits and vegetables tS = 
during July and August. NX 









No fishing will be enjoyed by the 


guests of The Paradise Inn on Lake aa 
Rinderbrust, Lem Scragfellow, care- . 


: taker, having caught the pickerel one 








day before the hotel opened. “Oh, Mother!! Father’s found the little cactus we were going to 


—ArtuuR L. LippManN surprise him with!!” 
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The Balance on Uneasy Terms 
| 
f “T* HAVING some difficulty in mak 
j ing my payments and .. .” 
q “Have a chair. You've come to the 
; best finance company in the city.” 
] “Yes. That's what the ad_ said. 
a) Well, my payments are too high .. .” 
q “That's very easily remedied. 
Smith? Yes, Mr. Smith. We can 
} refinance your contract. What pay 
ments are you making now?” 
“Forty-five dollars a month.” r 
} “How about cutting that down to 
{ } thirty-five ?”’ 
; “That's fine, brother. Thirty-five 
won't hit me so hard. You see, I’ve 
4 got myself into a little jam. I 
had to let one go two years ago, then 
I took another ... and that’s the one 
lj I'm still paying for. Next month I 
I; f expect to have another.” 


“Just a minute. You are still pay 
ing for the second one, is that right?” 

“Okay.” 

“And before you finish those pay 
ments you want to get a new one?” 

“saats 2. 

“Mr. Smith, instead of taking on 
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SE Fe 


a a 
Sa 
Sa a eS 











ge another contract, why not finish pay- 
me a ments of the one you have, then turn 

| \ ‘ } her in as a down payment on the one 

i p tf you plan to get? That's the way to 

i 4 ‘ keep down payments on cars.” 

At t “Listen, mister: I’m not making 
i 1 \ payments on cars. I'm talking about 
at | alimony !” 

" —Cuet JoHNson 
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The fellow who wanted to save himself the rush and worry of week-end travel. 
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Another World 


The Home of the Man Who Is Trying to Get in Touch with 
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The Eternal Triangle 


“[™ TIRED of it all, 
her!” 
“Now, my dear, don’t you think. . .” 
“T’ll not argue, John. She’s in the 
next room. Just walk in and...” 
“It doesn’t seem right, Mary! Why, 
only yesterday I said to her...” 
“Yes. I suppose you really be- 
lieved it, too. Men are all alike.” 
“My dear, please understand me: 
Of course I like her a lot, but...” 
“You heard what I said, John. It’s 
the eternal triangle all over again. 
But my mind is made up. She’s in the 
next room, crying. I heard you call 
her your own sweet baby. All right! 
You take this triangle in there and see 
that you don’t spill taleum powder 
all over everything this time, too!” 


Go to 


John. 


JUDGE 
See America First 


There’s a lot of good scenery to be 
admired this year, if you are lucky 
enough to find a billboard with a 
knothole in it. 


Prosperity would be all right if we 
didn't have such a devil of a time pay- 
ing for it. 


Dora wants to know if a man gets 
a salary while working on one of 
Hoover’s commissions. 


And the orange drink stands, too, 
seem to have adopted a general policy 
of navel reduction. 


The trouble with a lot of drivers is 


that they detour from the highway 
where there isn’t any detour. 
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“Thank Gosh, I ain’t married!” 


The Commutation Ticket That 
Jack Bought 


Ts is the ticket that Jack bought. 
This is the case that held the 
ticket that Jack bought. 

This is the neighbor that borrowed 
the case that held the ticket that Jack 
bought. 

This is the wife that married the 
neighbor that borrowed the case that 
held the ticket that Jack bought. 

This is the friend that sponged on 
the wife that married the neighbor 
that borrowed the case that held the 
ticket that Jack bought. 

This is the collector that passed 
the friend that sponged on the wife 
that married the neighbor that bor- 
rowed the case that held the ticket 
that Jack bought. 

This is the trainman that knew the 
collector that passed the friend that 
sponged on the wife that married the 
neighbor that borrowed the case that 
held the ticket that Jack bought. 

This is the conductor that suspected 
the trainman that knew the collector 
that passed the friend that sponged 
on the wife that married the neighbor 
that borrowed the case that held the 
ticket that Jack bought. 

This is the $16.75 that Jack had to 
pay to replace his confiscated com- 
mutation ticket. —A. L. L. 


Miami and Capone 
Or Cigarface Al 


Capone is a great big man from 
the South, and the sooner he’s from 
there the better they'll like it. 
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But What Kinda Gas Did 
He Use? 


R” edged one foot forward a trifle 



































more. Faster, faster! He must | , 7 
show more speed. Twice he had lost. | Ygne lo 
This time he was out to win. i — 

There was a din of cries around Lack = 
SF minez 
him, but that steady, droning, purr 
drowned them out. 

“Step on ’er, Red. You're nearly & 


two laps behind!” 

“He'll never place better than se 
ond ” 

Oh, yeah? Red grinned to himself 
and edged his foot a little farther un 
til it was jammed tight against the 
floor. Without slackening speed lv 
glanced at his nearest competitor. 
Their eyes met. A challenge! R d 
increased speed. Now he was only a 
lap and a half behind. Now but a 
lap! Now. P 

“Hooray! Red’s passed him!” 

“Two-bits to a dime he finishes at 
least three laps to the good!” 

“C’mon, Red!” 

“Whoopee! He's flashed across the 
finish!” 

“Gosh! What a licking!” 

Red sighed, stretched and backed 
away. He’d shown ’em at last. May- 
be he was the only red one in a litter 
of maltese kittens, but what he’d just 
done to that dish of milk was nobody’s 


business. —CuHet JOHNSON 





The weeds grew so fast in Mr. Suburb’s garden that he had to be careful not to step on one when it was about 
to come up. 
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Dramatic readings are il- 


ae in Hartford, Con- 











necticut. 


A Kansas statute requires that every public 
building be provided with a sufficient number 
of cuspidors. 


In Nottingham, Mary- 
land, hogs must be 
allowed to roam 
loose between Ff Fa 
March 1 and ; 
October 20. 


In Nebraska it is against the law to 
wear skirts more than eight inches 
from the floor. 
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It is a state offense in Con- 
necticut for a public clock to 
indicate daylight-saving time. 


NOBLE EXPERIMENTS 
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Making Mugwumps 


utH Hanna McCormick has 
R upset Illinois politics consider- 

"ably and it is all to the good. 
We don’t know whether she would 
make a better senator than Jim Ham 
Lewis and we don’t care much. The 
gratifying point is that her candidacy 
is smashing party lines into mere dots 
and Clinton Gilbert reports 
that many Republicans who voted for 
Mrs. McCormick in the primaries in 
order to beat intend to vote 


dashes. 


Deneen 


against her at the election. Some of 
them want Lewis because he is good 


and wet. Some of them can’t abide 
the idea of a woman in the Senate and 
dread the possibility that if she gets 
there she might even run for the Presi- 
dency. A woman, mind you! On the 
other hand, the Illinois 
have some sex consciousness, too, and 
Gilbert says, “Perhaps for every Re- 
publican man voter that she will lose 
will Democratic 
voter.” 

That's the stuff. Slavish loyalty to 
one or the other of the two major par- 
ties has long stultified the American 
voter. Congenital Democrats and 
rock-ribbed Republicans are useful to 
but of very little use to 
their country. Any influence which 
breaks party lines opens the eves of 
thousands of citizens to the fact that 
it is possible to be a mugwump, voting 
one way this time and the other way 
next time. Mugwumps are the leaven 
in the political lump. 


women of 


she gain a woman 


the bosses 


Do You Like Shakespeare? 
Hv an honest man! R. C. Sherriff 


confesses that until recently he 
never saw or read a play by Shake- 
speare. The other day he went to see 
“Hamlet.” All that he knew about it 
before he went was that the chief 
character was a Prince of Denmark 
and that there was a ghost in it. 
Since Mr. Sherriff is himself the 
author of “Journey’s End,” one of the 
finest and most successful of modern 


plays, his impressions are worth hav- 
ing. He was not nearly as much 
moved by the play as he was by 
“Young Woodley.” He thought the 
ghost was bad technique. Hamlet 
talked too much and did too little. 

“But if the man talked as magnifi- 
cently as Hamlet, wouldn’t you want 
to sit and listen?”’ 

“No, not if he were so conscious of 
the fine words he was using.” 

Mr. Sherriff finally decided that 
Shakespeare must be an acquired taste 
and that to enjoy Hamlet one should 
know the lines by heart. As his inter- 
viewer left, he said: 

“Have I very priggish? 
Please do not let me give that impres- 
sion. I feel very humble about it all. 
I thought about Hamlet all the week 
and am wondering what is wrong with 
me for not being carried away, not 
only by the beauty and majesty of the 
words but by the leading character. 
When I know the play better, I am 
sure this will appear foolish, but what 
I have said are my sincere thoughts at 
the moment.” 

Well, it’s a long time since 
anybody of importance has taken a 
crack at the Bard. Now that an able 
playwright has started it, let’s hear 
from somebody else. Is the cult of 
Shakespeare waning? Is it a pose to 
like his plays? Have we passed the 
time when they should be acted except 
as curious revivals? 


been 


been 


Have we passed 
the time when they should be read ex- 
cept as exhibits in the history of lit- 
erature? Is the new generation so 
rich in new treasures that it has no 
more need of the old? 

Jupce readers, particularly the 
younger ones, are invited to send us 
answers to these queries. We shall 
print on this page extracts from the 
best letters. 


Borglum Did It 
We: have been negligent about re- 


lieving the suspense of our read- 
ers over the question we asked on this 
page some weeks ago: Who altered 
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Cal Coolidge’s copy for the five-hun- 
dred-word history of this nation which 
is to be engraved on the stone face 
of Mount Rushmore? Gutzon Bor- 
glum, the sculptor, did it. He thought 
the changes were necessary, that Cal 
had missed certain points. John Cor- 
bin disagrees. By changing dates, he 
says, Mr. Borglum “imputes to the 
document of 1776 the idea of a direct 
democracy which was not adopted by 
any national leader until well along in 
the nineteenth century.” And where 
Mr. Coolidge was careful to state that 
ours was to be a liberty “under the 
law,” Mr. Borglum struck out those 
qualifying words. Thus “the inscrip 
tion as he revised it reads out of the 
Constitution its very soul and spirit- 

and reads into it the contrary spirit of 
our own brief day.” 

Fortunately Mr. Borglum did all 
this not with his big maul and chisel 
but with his little blue pencil. He as- 
sures us that “the inscriptions on 
Mount Rushmore will not be cut hast- 
ily, nor so important, so fundamental 
a message fixed in the granite for the 
until the fullest maturity of 
thought shall determine precisely 
what that message shall be.” 


ages 


Telephone Talk 


AS fifty different 

words is sufficient for carrying on 
the ordinary telephone conversation 
such as we hear in sixty per cent of 
the calls made. Take a list of seven 
hundred words and you account for 
ninety-five per cent of all telephone 
talk. But the remaining five per cent 
requires a vast variety, including 
twenty-two hundred additional words. 
All this was discovered by the tele- 
phone company through listening in 
on a_ typical cross-section of the 
eighty million telephone calls that are 
made daily. We can’t help thinking 
what a hard time certain people must 
have in understanding some of those 
twenty-two hundred words. We can't 
seem to get the fifty easy ones over. 


R. J. W. 


assortment of 

















To the Guest Who Takes the 
Early Monday Train 


HE gray of early morn seeps through the rain 
As sleepily we rub our weary eyes. 


*Tis six, and we poor wretches must arise 


Se 


i And, haggard, mourn our vanished sleep in vain. 
t ta . . 

} What boots it now to grumble and complain 

tab b : 6 

; : } As down we creep to speed the parting guest? 

; f It matters not that he’s destroyed our rest, 


d ; For Mr. Schultz must catch the early train. 


He said last night, “I think perhaps I'll stay. 
The trains are always jammed on Sunday night. 

I'll leave tomorrow morn at break of day.” 
We had to acquiesce and act polite. 

“I have to be in town,” he said, “at eight.” 

For our part Friday would have been too late. 
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To The Guest Who Sleeps 
Until Noon 


BOUT the house a silence sad and deep; 
In whispered tones the fretful children 


play ; 


Tiff, 
The baby and the nurse we’ve sent away 
To guard against a chance, incautious peep. 
Like sentinels who silent vigil keep 
With stealthy step we move from room to 
room. 
Our home, once gay, is now a somber tomb, 


For Mr. Pethwick-Baxter is asleep! 


Oh, Mr. Pethwick-Baxter, do you know 
That hostelries throughout the land abound 
Where you can rent a bedroom for a song 
And there, unvexed by heedless noise below 
And undisturbed by rest-destroying sound, 
Can sleep your damned fool head off all day 





long? 





The Highbrow 


| AA| WEEK-END spent with Mr. G. 

Is as a college course to me. 

The conversation is so deep 

That frequently I fall asleep. 

From early morn till nighttime late 
They settle all affairs of state. 

They solve in comment crisp and terse 
The riddle of the universe. 
Convention they denounce as fake 
And now and then give Sex a break. 
Their literary talk, I find, 

Is hardly suited to my mind. 

They never have a pleasant word 





Except for names I never heard. 








I used to think myself quite bright, 
I still believe that I was right. 




















~ mn . tea 
LT, SE CEE: NN SI | ELIT IO, SI > oa 





= 


ay L’Envoi 


' 7 
| ; : no HE season ends. The golden summer wanes, 
| : | And we, again, with peacefulness suffused, 
1 rT f Forget the trials and woes of week-end dramas. 
: eh The final guest has gone and naught remains 
| 14 H Except, perhaps, a toothbrush, slightly uséd, 
1 Some razor strops and buttons of pajamas. 
it i 
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ue heat at the opening of the 

“Garrick Gaieties” was so in- 

tense that it is hard for me to 
determine whether the raving of the 
critical boys over the show was caused 
by the show or the heat. Not that 
there aren’t some good numbers in the 
show. One of them, indeed,—a lam- 
poon of Grover Whalen returned to 
his old post at Wanamaker’s—is 
about as amusing as any that has come 
this way in some time. But the ex- 
hibit as a whole hardly seems to me to 
deserve the hysterical tributes that 
various newspaper gents have visited 
upon it. Heat always affects review- 
ers in one of two ways, I’ve observed 
after many years’ study of the phe- 
nomenon. It either makes them think 
a show is absolutely putrid or simply 
great. There is seldom any mean. 
Why this should be, I don’t know, but 
then even I can’t be expected to know 
everything. Nevertheless, if you will 
look back over the records, I think 
you'll find that what I’ve said is 
pretty generally true. 

The new “Gaieties” gets under way 
with a skit about a movie magnate, the 
leading element of humor in which is 
the old joke: “In two words, im- 
possible.” A song written in the 
amusing lingo of Prof. Dr. Winchell 
follows and, after the song, we get an 
attempt at the risqué in a sketch about 
a blind-fold test of what are, with 
great wit, referred to as Persimmons 
mattresses. After another song and 
dance, rather dull, along comes a short 
and fairly comical skit about a modern 
soda-water fountain. A song about 
gossips on a summer hotel veranda 
doesn’t do much to brighten up things, 
though a number called “Lazy Levee 
Loungers” isn’t bad. Next, Albert 
Carroll, recalled from the Grand 
Street Follies, does a pretty good imi- 
tation of Mei Lan-Fang, but the lines 
he is given to speak are not at all 
funny. Another song of Tin-Pan 
Alley flavor, and then Newman Levy 
provides a fair sketch in which a trial 
lawyer conducts an imbecile cross- 
examination of his wife at the break- 
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fast table. A number called “I’m 
Only Human After All” falls very 
flat and is followed by Edith Meiser 
in one of her stereotyped recitations 
to music. It isn’t exhilarating. Enfin, 
the show's best bit, the Grover Wha- 
len spoofing already alluded to. The 
lyrics here, by Levy and Paul James, 
and the music of Kay Swift are the 
evening’s most proficient items. 
After the intermission — during 
which, if the news interests you, I 
drank two whole quarts of White 
Rock in an attempt to cool off and got 
hotter than ever—the show trailed off 
badly. (Blame it on what the heat 
did to my critical faculties, if you 
want to.) Things opened up with a 
burlesque of a modernistic opera, the 
chief humor consisting in asking the 
audience to imagine itself drunk and 
in then showing it, by way of con- 
fused vision, two actors singing the 
same role—the two subsequently aug- 
mented by still a third. The idea is 
a stale one; we have engaged it sev- 
eral times before. La Meiser then 
came out and went through another of 
her song recitations, this one poorer 
than the first. Mr. Sterling Hollo- 
way, a comique who is eminently suc- 
cessful in depressing me, followed 
with a solo and after the M. Holloway 
there was an obvious burlesque of 
Russian drama called “Uncle Sea 
Gull”, in which figured jokes about 
Weehawken and in which, at the end, 
everybody got shot. After a couple 


of more numbers, one called ‘Four ~ 


Infant Prodigies” and the other, “Put 
It Away Till Spring’, neither of 
which got anywhere, the warm gen- 
tleman whose report you are reading 
went out in search of three quarts of 
White Rock. 

In sum, a show with some entertain- 
ing spots but with many more that are 
not. If you are going to see it, wait 
for a cool evening. It may then seem 
better than it did to your frying critic. 

* o * 
“ Baay in the action of ‘Spook 
~ House’, the guests of Mr. Philip 
Haynes start to complain fretfully 
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because dinner isn't ready. Where- 
upon the obliging but not altogether 
resourceful host suggests that they all 
begin to play ‘that new game called 
murder’. It was a well-meant pro- 
posal, but a somewhat meagre substi- 
tute for the promised meal and it had 
dire consequences for the originator. 
For the merriment has hardly begun 
before the host throws himself peril- 
ously near the footlights with a bullet 
through his heart and the pastime 
changes to the less entertaining game 
of who killed Philip Haynes. It was 
not, as one might reasonably suppose, 
one of the hungry guests.”’ So Alison 
Smith, critic for the World. 

Well, boys, that settles it! Con- 
stant theatregoing has at last driven 
me crazy. It certainly seemed to me, 
sitting there in my seat until the show 
ended, that it was very clearly ex- 
plained that one of the hungry guests 
(Robert Dyne) had done the killing, 
all reasonable suppositions to the con- 
trary notwithstanding. After reading 
the World, however, and fearing that 
my ears had betrayed me, I asked a 
number of the other fellows if they 
had heard the same thing I had. Yes, 
they too, it appeared, had heard the 
same explanation of the killing. So 
maybe the succession of ““Gamblings”, 
“Housepartys’, “Remote Controls”, 
“Murders on the Second Floor”, 
“Hawk Islands”, “Crooks’ Conven- 
tions”, “Subway Expresses”, ‘“Scot- 
land Yards”, ‘Houses of Fear”, 
“Ghost Parades”, “Blue Ghosts’, 
“Headquarters”, “Inspector Kenne- 
dys”, “Phantoms”, “Penal Laws 
2010”, “Rooms 349” and the like have 
deadened the perceptions of all of us 
save the more leisurely Mlle. Smith. 

Not that it matters a lot, however, 
for such Cockrobin junk as “Spook 
House”’—the author bears the name 
of Totten—is designed primarily for 
idiots. 


Te much-heralded Philadelphia 

production of “Lysistrata” is a 

disappointment. Except for a few 
(Continued on page 25) 
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, Polo Grows Democratic 
Under Hiteheock Sway 


FROM “EW YORIK ENEWS 6 TELEGRAM * om 
=“ -HE HITCHGOCK SWAY WN 2 
G7) Polo IS MUCH MoRE DIFFicuL 
( THAN -OH— SAY THE BoBRY 
SONES STANCE (AN GDF! 4 
PAPRFERSO MACHA! 
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Suictwe—My gosh—they’ll kill 
me for this if they ever catch me! 
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Miss Parker Plays Hamlet; ete. 


Bo: it grows darker and darker. 

Dorothy Parker, she whose heart 
has been breaking all over the place 
at so much a line) since she learned 
to fall roundheels 
poetry has been masochistic perfection 
for the unlucky at love; whose superb 


bac kw ards: whose 


aneedotes don’t bear repeating in nice 
company; whose crack that Carl Van 
Vechten wrote with his tongue in some- 
one else’s cheek, touched the burning 
heart of something or other: whose vir- 
tues seemed a merger of Shaw’s, Lil- 
ith’s, Byron’s, and Gallant Fox’s— 
well boys, this same Dorothy Parker 
has her clay foot. She is hereby de- 
moted from the inhuman to the merely 
human, 

This astounding conclusion has ar- 
rived with a reading of her “Laments 
for the Living,” a slim book of fine- 
chiseled prose reprints. Retrospection 
having set in, our judgments of her 
grow clearer. It would seem that un- 
der all her terribleness of tongue, her 
superior sophistication, she is the lady 
clown suffering from a bad case of 
thwarted Milne. We had thought her 
a goddess capable of the love of a 
super-Shelley (if she could get it). She 
turns out to be a sort of inverted Sara 
Teasdale given to unhappy endings 
and a telephone complex. 

Nobody with an eye towards heaven 
could possibly write a story like “Mr. 
Durant.” It is the one about the Lit- 
tle Frowsy Stenog put in a big way by 
the assistant boss: a classic phoney 
added to The Woman Always Pays 
“Little Curtis” is a syrupy 
dose of maudlin pity for Little Orphan 
Curtis who was adopted by the Cruel 
Old Witch from Brooklyn. It actually 
contains a scene in which Curtis is 
beaten with an old dancing slipper 
branded “‘Kumfy-Toes.” Shades of 
Cecil B. De Mille! Who was it said 
that irony could be as ham as humor? 


series. 


This doesn’t go for “Big Blonde,” 
the most mature and original in the 
batch. This bathetic comedy of a dull 
wench’s heartburns ranks with Hem- 
ingway and Callaghan. It is as defeat- 
ist as a Phillies ballplayer and will live 
as long as most speakeasy tragedy. 

Of course, when Mrs. Parker plays 
with humor she goes right to the head 
of the. class. Her “Mantle of 
Whistler,” “Just a Little One” and 
“The Sexes” prove the superiority of 
her laugh over her dry sniffle. Here 
her unusual qualities are fully in evi- 
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and work 


electric engine. 


dence as smoothly as an 

Don't think we're decrying the soft 
of heart. But pity is different from 
self-pity, and when Dotty, growing 
stuffy of soul, attires herself in various 
pitying, theatric disguises, we grov 
uncomfortable and cry “No fair 
punching in the heart.” Heavens 
knows become of her in he: 


old age if she doesn’t drown out the 


what'll 


mawkish and concentrate on her 
laughs. Heavens knows what'll be- 
come of her in any case. She’s a 


public problem. 


Those read Sid Lenz’s 
previous books realize not only that 
he knows whereof he speaks but that 
he writes so that one may understand. 
His new book on Contract is the real 
McCoy on the game, from the elements 
of bidding to the niceties of interpret- 
ing the rules. 


who have 


The only trouble of associating in 
the same office with the maestro is 
that one cannot win money from him. 
What you can do to the others, how- 
ever, by using his system is another 
novel. Of one thing we're sure: 
Gabriel may play the last trumpet but 
Mons. Lenz will play the last trump. 


Mare Connelly’s play “Green Pas- 
tures” is in book form and is a pleas- 
ing shorthand version of Roark Brad- 
ford’s original. The Kaufman-Lard- 
ner “June Moon” has the funniest 
lines and stage directions of the season 
and provides added (idle) amusement 
in the form of trying to pick out which 
of the collaborators was responsible 
for which lines; Chekhov's “Uncle 
Vanya,” ably translated by Rose Cay- 
lor, left us with the wonderment, what 
was it all about?; while they have 
brought out ‘“‘Lysistrata,” the “bawdy” 
farce, at several dollars the copy. My! 
we can remember the centuries it has 
rested unread on library shelves—ex- 
cept for a few boning freshmen. And 
now the public will eat it up, having 
discovered something. Well, we have 
our horselaughs, we guides to the bet- 
ter things in life, we do. 


Attempted Bloodies: Campbell's 
“Murder in Paris” is the first of the 
dollar books. The publishers are still 
profiteering. Loder’s “Shop Window 
Murders”; Tyson’s “Rhododendron 
Man”; and Landon’s “Voice in the 
Closet” were not for 

—Tep SHANE 
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Tourist Hint 
The best way to pick up hitch 


hikers is with the bumper. 


- And the only place for a back-seat 
driver is on a hook-and-ladder. 





“Mrs. Van De usen, I want you to meet my husband.” 


A Sure Sign 


[7s going to rain. Nothing can stop it. Although the radio 

forecasts a long dry spell, I know better. Within twenty- 
four hours the country roads will be almost impassable and 
the city streets will be slick and sloppy. Autoists and pedes- 
trians will be spotted with mud. The weather man may be 
honest in his opinion of coming dry weather, but he’s wrong. 
I know it’s going to rain. I can tell by a sign that never 
fails. I washed my car this afternoon. 





When the naval reduction conferences began, someon 
remarked that parity like charity should begin at home. It “Help—help! I’m drowning!” 
now appears that the Senate also wants it to end there. “Me no spik Ingleesh!” 








_— os 
“Could I borrow your lawn mower? 


“But you just planted your grass seed yesterday!” 
“I know, but I thought I'd get it before any of the other ne ighbors got the idea.” 
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Weak-End Note 


Ar first my Scotch blood began to 
. McSizzle when I saw that thou- 
sand-dollar panama in the Knox win- 
dow. It seemed much cheaper to hop 
a paquebot to Ecuador, pick the same 
hat up for fifty dollars and save about 
seven hundred on the trip, with an 
But now that 
I figure it out, what with stop-offs for 
sixty or seventy pina frias in Cuba, 
the rising cost of Bacardi, a couple of 
trips to the Havana Casino, the daily 
hazard of the ship's pool 


ocean ride thrown in. 


you can't 
win), a few evenings spent with the 
maiden aunt that men forget in Cris- 


tobal, lazy fiacre rides with the 
daughters of the conquistadores in 


Lima, with the same thing repeating 
itself on the way home, plus the fine 
for those bottles of eau de cologne you 
forgot to declare—it works out a 
practical saving of seven hundred to 
get it at home 
or Childs. 
Incidentally, 


they don’t 
make pana- 
mas in Pana- 


The best 
all come 
from Ecuador. 


ma. 


ones 


Radio as 
You Go 


I" only needs 

word 
from us 
against static- 
that-passes- 
as-tenor- solos 
and they 
promptly 
throw a Radio 


one 

















Quit, JUNIOR, HATS 
 PRENENT THE NECKER 
ROM CHASING THE NECKEE 
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HAH! READING 


A SKTEVERST ON 
WENZDEE! 


for 


Convention, thanking crooners 
their contribution to culture. And so 
at the recent Radio Magnates’ Con- 
vention at Atlantic City they decided 
to concentrate on radios in autos. 
This is much. Filling stations 
will have to carry radio tubes. Wifely 
back-seat driving will have the added 
impetus of arguing over stations. Flat- 
tire repairing done to the dulcet tones 
ot the Goodrich Silvertown Orchestra 
would gall surely. I 
wouldn’t be certain, but 
I can guess what effect 
silver-tonsiled tenors 
will have on sparking 
places. But, worst of 
all, think of the jam on 
LADDER! the Boston Post Road 
: while trafic waits for 
Amos ’n’ Andy to stop 
being regusted. The 
only consolation I have 
~< is that the traffic cops 
QQ will be given an awful 
jolt if they try to talk 
down Floyd Gibbons. 


too 


UP TH’ 


Advice to Young 
Girls 
[* the more seductive 
circles the vogue is 
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no longer to carry extra shoes, 
skates, mad money or Flit gun. 


The thing to do is to bring 
your own stepladder so that 


should your friend from New 
Haven make a 
have to do is run up your lad- 


der and be safe! 


pass, all you 


Sport Question Marks 


Wi does the re- 


leased pitcher, 
idol of twenty years 
before, invariably 
win his first game 
with the new club? 
... What’s the mat- 
ter with Lou Gehrig? 
eee Why does Brook 
lyn take its baseball 
so seriously?... 
LP What kind of women 
like baseball? ... 
What do hockey 
players do in the 
summer? ... Why 
not inaugurate auto- 
mobile speed classics 
for Mack trucks in two-ton, five-ton 
and ten-ton classes? ... By the way, 
what do truck-drivers do for excite- 
ment on their day off? ... What 
would the complication be if Carnera 
got athlete’s foot? ... Did you know 
that waiters, landlords, moochers and 
opera claques suffer from athlete’s 
hand? ... That Westbrook Pegler’s 
definition of the difference between an 
amateur and a professional is that the 
amateur wants a certified check? 
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PANAMA / 


Camelot 


G the Luther Bur- 
A bank of Games, has crossed chess 
and checkers, and, lo and behold, we 
have “Camelot.” The game 
has great possibilities and 
contains 


EORGE PARKER, 


an entirely new 


MILLION DOLLARS IN THAT 


\WAH-HAH ~WHA- WH 4 — 
_- W0O-HO —WHA-WHAT 
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... The Camel Pleasure Hour on 
WEAF, especially Doc Rockwell and 
his introduction of the piano duet to 
be played on two pianos, it being more 
sanitary than to use only one... . The 
really-real and 
none - genuine 
but-old-fash- 


move, called the “canter.” ioned strorberry 
For the first demonstra- WowlD HAPPE Al IF - HA-HA- sho’teake at the 
tion, Mac was selected as CARNERA G-Gol ATHLETES Dixie Kitchen 

a victim. At the half-way 2 — HAHA-HAH! —\WHANHY Suthin’ cookin’, 
mark, the Camelot cham- ) WE'D PRoLLABY my boy. ... Ko- 


a0? 


pion made a strong attack 





p 4 


Aaa “THINK. HE ber, the Big Kid- 


TF a 
and remarked, “This move A, Z 74 242) \WAS AN der, in the Sun- 
wins.” And a few moves Le wh AYALEIE- day Telegraph, 
later he supplemented his J the hoss-racing 


remark with “I resign.” 
It’s a swell game. 


Add Rackets 


[* the Grand Central 
Zone they tell me of 
another example of Noble 
Experimentation gone ga- 
flooey in the form of 
Magazine Bootlegging. 
Certain newsstand butch- 
ers will, if approached in the right 
way, slip you the Satevepost on 
Wednesday, the law of Lorimer for- 
bidding it for sale till Thursday. The 
butcher will roll it up, cover inwards, 
and hoarsely whisper as you speed 
away—a day in advance — “Don’t 
flash it, kid, till you get home!” 
What a boon to the serial-minded and 
lovers of good, clean advertising! 


Hihattractions 


Ts Ritz Bar—in Paris, if you can 

get there. . . .Gene Tunney’s hoity- 
toity accent, adapted by Shakespeare, 
for his movietone appearance in the 
Westchester society bouts, the pansy! 





sheet that the full- 
page ads of Christian Sci- 
ence lectures. 


gets 


... The song 
Wanamaker” in 
the Garrick Gaieties. 


“Johnny 


The Rumba 


Ar last George White 
« has fallen down on 
the job. He hasn’t intro- 


Black 
this 


duced a 
Smoked Bottom 


or even 


season. The Cubans 
—God bless their 
heels—have brought 


the latest dance sen- 
sation, Arthur 
Murray puts it, to the 
hips of débutantes. 
It’s the Rumba, 
boys, and it usually 
brought the Marines 
to a halt down in 
Guantanamo Bay, 
their country club. 


as 


It is a dance which 
is best done on a 
dime and empty 


stomach, for its chief 
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characteristic is snake hips and a lot 
of courage. It must be danced to the 
peculiar rhythm of the rumba orches 
tra, which consists of guitars, pianos 
and violin, plus the hollow hissing of 
a set of differently pitched gourds. 
They also shake a rattle full of seeds 
to build up the heat. It 
with Latin sensuousness 
Jr., I’m surprised !). 
Park the 


rumba band in these yere parts. 


is African 


(o! 
The 
best 
Owa 
kaya, Manuelo, make this one mucho 
caliente. We'll not dance off this spet 
if it takes all summer and the whole 
police force. 


music 
Judge, 
Central 


Casino has 


Fashion Note 


tT the beach at Southampton this 


summer they are not wearing 


shirts—and, if my memory serves me, 
they won't be wearing them at the 


Saratoga track. 
Quick Watson, Schmeling Salts 
N future championship bouts, if the 


I public must be mulcted of the little 
cash they have, why not be sure that 
the gladiator who fouls inadvertently 
or otherwise is at least as much put 
out as his opponent or the public. I 
would suggest that the fighters wear 
cast iron tights heavily studded with 
naked spikes. It wouldn’t be so tough 
then on the referee to decide a winner. 
The fouler would be the guy who 
would do the writhing. In the mean- 


time the only solution for the thing 
is to give foul checks (or rain-checks ), 
good for a return fight or a handsome 
morocco-bound set of Fifty Famous 
Awah! is I regusted? 


Battles. 







JUNIOR SAYS THERE'S A NEW DISEASE 


CALLED ‘ATHLETES HAND" AND SAYS WAITERS 

HAVE IT! Tsk! —WONDER HOW JUNIOR DISCQNERED 
HAT! \'NE ALWAYS CPBSERVED THAT JUNIOR 

LNG 


HTS A MURAD AND WALKS A MILE 
FROM EVERY CHECK! PERG 
MAC HANMER - 
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“Looks like there’s goin’ to be a storm before long, Bert.” 
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BouT a year ago the boys on the 


Gold Coast discovered crime 

and for months it was impos- 
sible to get any sleep in the local 
cathedrals because of the noise of the 
machine guns and the tear bombs ex- 
ploding on the celluloid. The first 
crime picture, “‘Underworld,” was far 
and away the best. Recently the imi- 
tations have fallen off. The local the- 
atre this season snapped at the movies 
by showing two or three grim exhibits 
ef life in stripes, including ‘The 
Criminal Code” and “The Last Mile.” 
It has always been the policy of 
Bishop Hays to present the inner 
working of politics as pure and hu- 
mane as the conferences of an inter- 
national Boy Scout Camp, and al- 
though the stage has presented prison 
life this season as anything but a 
brewery outing, the movies have not 
dared to utilize the fad. Suddenly, by 
some mysterious process, a movie 
called “Shadow of the Law” manages 
to be accurate, dramatic, and logical, 
without compromising with the Hays 
policy of immaculate political concep- 
tion. 

From a modern hotel to the cotton 
mills of North Carolina every char- 
acter, every scene is logical and inter- 
esting. There is no hackneyed court- 
room scene. There is no noble prin- 
ciple involved. A sane and honest man 
commits manslaughter; he escapes 
from prison. He eventually wins his 
freedom. This simple procedure is 
made amazingly interesting by a fast 
pace and an intelligent conception of 
each character involved. I think you 
will find “Shadow of the Law” far 
and away the most entertaining crime 
movie of the season. 


~ A) omaenep Men” is another prison 
7 that has all the weary 
mistakes avoided in “Shadow of the 
Law.” Prison life, according to this 
author, sounds like a protest meeting 
in the chorus men’s room, and there is 
A wretched 
It is 


story 


no action whatsoever. 
cast fumbles the awkward lines. 
a mawkish job. 


JUDGE 


UW GANG Heo 


By 
PARE LORENTZ 


I’ you enjoy gloating over the fam- 

ily album you will find “The Floro- 
dora Girl’ funny business. Marion 
Davies is a good comedienne, but there 
is nothing in this so-called comedy but 
anachronic gags. Old-fashioned bath- 
ing suits, bicycles, and old-fashioned 
love scenes are supposed to throw you 
into the aisles in stitches. I have no 
particular regard for my ancestors, 
but I don’t feel that their clothes or 
their pastimes were any more foolish 
than my own; you can use your own 
judgment in regard to your own fam- 
ily. If they seem funny to you, go 
and see “The Florodora Girl.” 


Tx chief characters in “The Silent 

Enemy” seem to be 75,000 caribou. 
Although you may hold with one cus- 
tomer that if you've “seen one caribou 
you've seen them all,” the story of the 
Ojibway Indians and their search for 
food is made dramatic by the presence 
of some of the more or less sophisti- 
cated members of the tribe. It is al- 
most a newsreel, but the faces and the 
country are new and the Indians are 
authentic. It is good entertainment. 





Recommended 


“All Quiet on the Western Front”— 
A lengthy, gruesome panorama of war 
that loses direction after the first few 
minutes, even though it includes the 
plot of the best-seller. 

“Blackmail”—A British sound movie 
that has excellent photography and a 
fast pace. 

“The Devil's Holiday”—A 
well-directed modern 
Nancy Carroll. 


smart and 
romance; with 


“He Knew Women”—A difficult stage 
play deftly turned to the screen with 
little of the original deleted; with Lowell 
Sherman. 

“Journey’s End’’—A brilliant play as 
well as the best acting yet produced by 
the sound film. 


“Old and New”’—The latest Eisenstein 
production, with the usual excellent 
photography. Silent and interesting. 


“Shadow of the Law”—A quiet melo- 
drama with excellent cast and direction. 


“Young Man of Manhattan”’—Clau- 
dette Colbert and her husband in a well- 
directed, easy story of city life. 
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‘& IRL OF THE Port” may not be the 

worst movie of all time, but it 
comes so there is little 
for argument. It concerns a_hero- 
ine who talks through her nose, but 
nevertheless discovers and _ resusci- 
tates a wounded British soldier who 
is deathly afraid of fire. Most of the 
plot of “Rain” is borrowed to no good 
advantage, and native music and 
vague accents are used recklessly by 
the producer to give his job local 
color. Call it what you will, it is still 
Hollywood and about as terrible as 
anything you will run across of a dull 
evening. 


M®: Buppy Rocers also came to 
é town this week, and as he is 
called on to do nothing much but sing 
and be very, very charming, you may 
not object to “Safety in Numbers.” 
The story of a guardian who puts his 
ward in the care of three chorus girls 
in order to teach him the facts of life 
is borrowed from Van Vechten’s “The 
Blind Bow Boy,” but the plot is sub- 
merged by unpretentious music and 
current wise-cracks so that “Safety 
in Numbers” becomes one of those 
things to see while waiting for a train. 


close room 


M"s Litiian Gisu, after compara- 
4 tive retirement, makes her talk- 
ing début in a smooth and polished 
production, “One Romantic Night.” 
By some whimsical error, Rod La 
Rocque was chosen to support her, but 
with this exception the movie, from 
Menzies’ sets to Reisenfeld’s music, is 
a superior and interesting job. 

The Molnar play, “The Swan,” 
from which the movie comes, gives 
her a perfect chance to maintain her 
ageless and peculiar air of innocence. 
Once or twice she did show signs of 
being a great slap-stick comédienne, 
and I think you will find her more 
than amusing. O. P. Heggie and 
Marie Dressler enter into their work 
with a great deal of gusto, so that, 
with the aforementioned scenery oi 
Mr. Menzies, “One Romantic Night” 
becomes the best movie of the month. 





























I'm on top of a rainbow 
Sweeping the clouds away” 
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Git a dead 
on’im, Hashknife' 











H.W. (HAWKE) 











BIOGRAPHICAL REMINISCENCES 


Daniel Boone, N. W. Forestry Reserve, °32, becomes Nature Counsellor 


at Camp Kiss-A-Mem-Phrog-A -Pasaukee 
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The Theatre of | oe == ————— 2 SS ’ 
George Jean Nathan | 


=| 


| ||| A New Marlboro Coniest for Amateur Copy Writers 


(Continued from page 16) 


bawdy wheezes, the evening is pretty YOU W, it 

much of a bore. Norman Bel Geddes’ Can rl e us a 
top-heavy setting gets in the way of - 9 
the play, the movement of which has | \\ 

all a flow of a winter stream. 50- ord Advertisement * 
The performances vary from very 
good, as in the instance of Miriam 
Hopkins, to very bad, as in the in- 
stance of Violet Kemble Cooper. 


IXTY thousand of America’s picked penmen en- 
tered the distinguished handwriting contest that 
made famous “Marlboro, a cigarette for those who 
can afford 20 cents for the best”! 





Nathan Recommends 7 
Now we want the keenest amateur copy writers 























George M. Cohan Repertoire (Fulton)—The | P an 
Sa eee in America to help us put over our new Ivory Tips. 
own making a | 
} 
i] 
“The Green Pastures” (Mansfield)—-Mar« | 
Connelly and Roark Bradford combine in pro How shall we get across I 
lucir z igenious theological cartoo 7 ri | 
ten fe en a ay ‘ ; mn ee HH Read These to the most people in the I 
“Strike Up the Band” (Times Square) itl | fewe | he rit i| 
tobby Clark at stage centre any show would | y y oe ewest words the merits 
are \ IVORY TIPS of Ivory Tip and the | 
“The Last Mile” (Harris)—Electrocution and |_| ~as shy rere \ 
a jail break figure in this first-rate melodrama | L. Absolutely tasteless and poo why of bs ores i 
28 eV > . night success of this new | 
“Strictly Dishonorabie” (Avon)—A comedy | odorless even when burn oe pane ' 
»f love and likker, droll and entertaining ing. style cigarette? 
~s ~ 2 | 9) D . k — li “ | 
“Simple Simon” (Ziegfeld)—Ed Wynn frolick <- ry smoke—no saliva. 7 
ing amid Ziegfeld silks and satins H} 3. Water aot grease-proof. P R I Z E ~ 
| . a = > , } 
“Pitt Milli F ch a L c Bright | > . 1} 
Bs ty 5 en Mt ear ag rok a ght i 1. Protect chapped or roug- y ou won t get ric h on the | 
Saucy jocosities ed lips. prizes. But there are lots ! 
“gens o’ 6 Guns” CImpe rial)—Jack Donahu l 5. No need to moisten lips of them—so everybody | 
still in tl ead so suppose it’s as go ve i i 7 . 
gel IPE 1 i to prevent sticking. has a chance. ] 
“Flying High” (Apollo)—Som iat 1 6. Give every Marlboro its ] 
“ty Apollo Some jovial ugh ee * . 
stuff set to Brown, Henderson and De Sylva Hi own “holder”— new and Ist Prize $100 i) 
jazz | clean. i! 
H} ° 
“Uncle Vanya” (Cort)—A production of 7. Prevent torn skin and 2nd Prize $25 | 
Chekhov eminently worth your attention. | possible infection. 
| : . - 
| 8 Packed tips down—by 3rd Prize 15 
Nathan Recommends . | machinery — untouched . 
end with by human hands. Ath Prize $10 
Reservations inlik : 
gg 9. Unlikeany other material —and 96 Library pack- 
a a a so utilized, “Ivory” is de- _ , 
sionally falters, it contains many chuckics signed solely for cigarette ages of 100 IVORY 
47 ” =y tips and made constantly TIPPED Marlboros for 
Topaze (Music Box)—Here and there it i N 2 
ae and Frank Morgan does w by tl fresh for Marlboro smok- all who come within the 
chief role ers. , ; v7 
“H's a@ Wise Child” (Belasco)—Crude fat first 100 to top the list. 
but now and again funny | 
eit cumie ats ae an ee i E SUGGEST, of course, that you buy yourself a 
ot-enaltet, The performance isn't all it } package of Marlboros before writing aboutthem. | 
. i} eern: - - | 
Also that you read the Ivory “Tips” in the column ! 
shes Be 1ere are no entrance re uirements. No l 
Notes on Other Exhibits above. But there are n ; eens q | 
' ] rules. Noconditions. We cannot undertake to return | 
_“Michael and Mary” (Hopkins)—Milne pour | . I} 
the milk of human kindness all over the stag: | suggestions or enter any correspondence whatever. \ 
and it gets pretty soggy a : : REE SES i 
_Young Sinners” (Morosco)—The Younger | |] There will beno fees or payments beyond the prizes. In | 
veneration anc its sexual alarms yin 11] . a bd > 1s > > i | 
hounds Gee Ghedetiendl wetiins. ong | case of tie, prizes are duplicated. We hope to publish | 
“Spook House” (Vanderbilt)—Pfui! winners—if good enough—for public comparison. | 
FI mene St.)—It doesn't yme off Hl 
op-heavy an enerally dull I 
" 2 ee a Tot over 50 words, please. and Lee Brown, of Moser & i 
Rough layout, if youlike. Not Cotins, Brown & Lyon, Inc. i 
necessary. Judges, R. M. Ellis, Contest closes August 15th, 1930. 
| L. B. McKitterick and M.J. Sheri- Send in your entry at once. Please i} 
\ dan, of Philip Morris & Co., K. address “Copy Contest Y” , Marl- 
i M. Goode, advertising consultant, boro, 119 Fifth Ave., New York. 
! | 
' 








“It’s a deal, Mr. Knuble.” 


“It’s a deal!”’ ———————— SE 


MARLBORO 


| Created by Philip Morris | 
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“It’s a deal, Mr. Pishtub.” | 

















to 
uw 





ee 


oe ee ee 


BRS. eS eS 
— - — - 














/DNEY © LENZ= 


Mr. Lens has held, fourteen times, the National and International Bridge and Whist Championshtps. 
Those who follow this department of Judge will understand why Wilbur C. W hitehead has said: ‘‘Sidney 
Lenz is undoubtedly the most remarkable card player the world has ever known.’ 


Mr. Lenz will welcome correspondence from Judge readers and will give advice and answer questions 


velated to Auction and Contract provi 


I" may surprise some card-players to 
know that “The Call of the Wild” 
is the title of a book and not a de- 
scriptive term referring to the partner 
in a Contract Bridge game. Most 
Auction players, when first taking up 
Contract, appear to think that the 
game must be declared on every deal 
where a bid is started and a slam dec- 
laration gotten into whenever the 
game seems assured. Last week I 
dwelt on a deal where “we’’ were set 
eight tricks and upon which the enemy 
would have taken a flop of great mag- 
nitude if my partner and I had been 
just a bit more in sympathy. On the 
following deal the adversaries were 
entitled to sympathy galore. 


eaeees 
86 
83 


The B dding 
SOUTH WEST NORTH EAST 





' 
1 Heart Pass 2 Spades| Pass 





3 Hearts; Pass 





| 
6 He: ome Pon | 
| 


Pass | Double | Redouble| Pass 





Pass | Pass | 








Playing the rubber game, my origi- 
nal Heart bid was hardly recommend- 
able. North’s Demand-bid in Spades 
was sound, but the jump to six Hearts 
showed the daring of a tiger. The re- 
double was a mere expression of con- 
fidence in me—so the lady remarked 
—and when the dummy was exposed 
I bowed my head in contrition. The 
Jack of Diamonds was opened and no 
exceptional play was required to land 
the game, always having in mind 


ded correspondents send stamped addressed envelopes for reply. 


West’s double, which tended to locate 
the missing honor in trumps. 

Playing against a declared trump, 
most players will not lead away from 
a King, so it would not have been 
good play to put up the Queen of 
Diamonds. 

If West had held the King, two 
Diamond tricks would have been won, 
anyway. When the King went up it 
was of course marked as a singleton, 
and West must be kept out of the 
lead, so that he cannot ruff partner 
with another Diamond. A low trump 
was led and the nine finessed. The 
Ace of Spades was followed by a 
low Spade, which was trumped and 
dummy put in with 2 second low 
trump and another Spade was 
trumped. Now the opposing trump 
was drawn, dummy discarding a Dia- 
mond, and the Club lead permitted 
West to win the only trick for their 
side. Dummy obtained the lead on 
the next play and the Ace of Spades, 
together with the fifth Spade, afforded 
South the two necessary discards. It 
will be noted if the two high Spades 
had been taken in at once, or if the 
Club trick had been set up before the 
trumps were taken, that the contract 
might have been defeated. 

And dummy commented cheerfully: 
“Partner, I didn’t think we could 
make a Grand Slam, but I knew a 
little one weuld be easy.” 

J973 


KQ 
J9432 
9 


®akKe 
072 
8 
5 


A 
K! 


South dealt and hoped to make 


game against any defense. The deal 
was played at Spades. 
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Movietone Madness 


A few reasons why we don’t go to any 


more collegiate talkies 


“t=: Frosh, sing the ‘Red-Hot 

Campus Blues’ till we tell you 
to stop. That will teach you freshmen 
to cut in on members of the team.” 


“Of course I will always wear your 
pin, Bob.” 


“Listen, Darwood, we’ve found out 
that your mother owns that laundry 
back in Cheyenne. If you don’t want 
the rest of the college to know just 
what you are, you'd better throw that 
game tomorrow.” 


“All right, I accept your terms, 
curse you! Now get out of my room, 
you tinhorn gamblers!” 


“As long as I have been coach at 
Berkwood I have never seen such a 
gang of white-livered rats! As for 
you, Bob Darwood, I’m taking you 
out this half. Pete, go in there and 
call the signals this half. I'll have no 
quitters on my team.” 


“Please, Coach, let me get in there. 
I swear I'll make good.” 


“Darwood has the ball! He's up— 
he’s down! He’s over!! Berkwood 
wins by a last-minute touchdown.” 


“Mary, when I looked up in the 
grandstand and saw you smiling at 
me, I just had to go in and fight for 
dear old Berkwood.” 


“Campus Blues, I’m falling for you; 

Campus Sweetheart, I’m calling you; 

Alma Mater, you've sure been good 
to me; 

Campus Lady, look what you did to 
me.” —R. Deane 


On Their Mettle 


The master, to impress on his pupils 


| the need of thinking before speaking, 
| told them to count fifty before saying 
| anything important, and one hundred 


if it was very important. 

Next day he was speaking, standing 
with his back to the fire, when he 
noticed several lips moving rapidly. 

Suddenly the whole class shouted: 
“Ninety-eight, ninety-nine, a hundred. 
Your coat’s on fire, sir!” 

—Boston Transcript 


Add things you'll never see in this 
life: A picture of Queen Mary of 
England with her hair mussed. 


—N. Y. Sun 














No Justice 


The Justice of the Peace in a town 


in Ohio, in pursuance of his duties, 
had to hear and judge cases that were 


brought before him, and also perform 


occasional marriage ceremonies. H 
found it difficult to dissociate the va 
rious functions of his office. Ever 


thing had gone smoothly until he had 
asked one bride: “Do you take this 
man to be your husband?” The brid 
nodded emphatically. “And you, 
said the Justice, turning to the bride 
groom, “what have you to say in your 
own defense?” 


—Cuicaco News 


It is now against the law to use the 
Arabic alphabet in Turkey, but you 
can get some fine old pre-war letters 
by ringing three times and saying you 
were in there with Mr. Murphy on 
Wednesday. 

—N. Y. Heratp Trisuni 


Caller—Who’s the responsible man 
heve? 
Office Boy—If you mean the fellow 
that always gets the blame, it’s me. 
—JourRNAL oF EDUCATION 


She—Now you pride yourself on 
being able to judge a woman’s char- 
acter by her clothes. What would be 
your verdict on my sister over there? 

He (looking at her sister’s scant 
attire )—Insufficient evidence. 

—Lonpon OPINION 


People who have been divorced can- 
not be presented at the British court. 
This practically abolishes the ancient 
ceremony. 

—N. Y. Sun 


. . 9 
“Oh, Di Mi!” 

The reason floor walkers wear flow- 
ers in their buttonholes is they won't 
stay in their hair. 

—PATHFINDER 


He was the hard-working type, who 
plodded wearily to catch the eight- 
five train every morning. 

His wife was the type who got the 
most out of life and thoroughly en- 
joyed it. 

One evening the question of wom- 
an’s beauty arose and she was loud in 
her support for her own sex. 

“Did you never observe, George 
dear,” she explained, “that famous 
designers take a woman’s head to 
adorn many of your coins?” 

He shook his head meekly. 

“I can’t say that I’ve noticed it,” 
he replied. “But I’ve observed that 
designers take many of my coins to 
adorn a woman's head.” 

—ANSWERS 








MOMENT DE TRIOMPHE 
(THE TRIUMPHANT MOMENT) 


/ j 
| \ When you are about to land a pois- 
\ ' son énorme (a rather large fish) .. re- 
\| main calm(pronounced calmez-vous) 


be nonchalant .. . 


‘ee LIGHT A MURAD 
hig (PRONOUNCED PERFECT BY 


DISCRIMINATING SMOKERS) 
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“Listen, darlin’—you’re not deceiving me at all. I got a divorce 
yr? 


today: 
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Corner of main lobby 


Introducing moderate 
rate into modern 
hotel luxury..... 


Appreciation is complete when you 
learn the extremely moderate rates 
at the Hotel Lexington. The luxury of 
its appointments, the perfection of its 
French cyisine, the convenience of its 
location leave nothing else to be desired. 


801 ROOMS 


Each with ao private bath (tub and shower), cir- 
culating ice water, mirror door. 


341 with double beds. | person $4, two_____$5 
229 with twin beds. Either | or 2 persons. ___$6 
23| with twin beds. Either | or 2 persons__..$7 


Hotel 
Lexington 


LEXINGTON AVENUE AT 48th STREET 
NEW YORK CITY 
Phone MURray Hill 7400 


Direction of American Hotels Co. poration 
Jj. Leslie Kincaid, President 


Frank Gregson, Mgr. 
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4. 
A Tren) 

Priang@ie can be : cle 
rearranged into a ° 


or perhaps a doughnul. 





MYRON WYMCH OF ILAMAR_, 
COLORADO HAS WORN “THE 

SAME GLASSES IN AIS SPEC- 
“TACLES FOR 3 YEARS, AND 





\ STILL CANT SEE THROUGH -THEM. 





THE BLIND ENGRAVER. 
OF GIVADAM, HOLLAND. 
ENGRAVED AL OF E 
MILTON'S “PARADISE LOST 
ON A MUSTARD SEED WITH 
A COMMON POCKET KNIFE, 
AND THEN ATE THE 
MUSTARD SEED. 
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Solution of the Saturday Night Problem. 
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Ernest Void: An Interview 


(Continued from page 4 


ing of the third day I felt the grow 
ing tension in the air. The men were 
beginning to shift uneasily from foot 
to foot and back to foot again. A few 
later Starbuck, second 
officer, broke in on me. 
““Scurvy’s broken out, sir!’ I 


seconds my 


or 


dered Scurvy put back in the laza- | 


ret and given thirty lashes with the 
cat. On the evening of the third day 
I was passing the twenty-third story, 
falling briskly. Below me eddied the 
thoughtless Broadway crowds, bent 
on mad of pleasure, 
youth's high heart beating to the pul 


their round 
sating rhythm of the crooning saxo 
phones, all the glittering tinsel float 
ing like froth on the swollen golden 
tide of night life. The 
fourth day dawned as I passed the 
sixteenth story.” 


Gotham’s 


“And then?” I urged with humming 
pulses. “And then?” 

“Then I lost 
plied Void slowly. 


I was in 


consciousness,” re 

“When I came to 
Ingeborg’s arms, and she 
was chafing my wrists. She told me 
I had fallen on a hay-rick. Or maybe 
it was a man named Meyrick; I was 
too exhausted to press her for details. 
We were married the next morning by 
the registrar.” 

I heard a soft step behind me; 
Mrs. Void, an unforgettable patch ot 
color in the hush of the 
larkspurs, had come into the room 
with their three children. They scam- 
pered lap, and Void, no 
longer an executive but a father, pat 
It was a 
touching picture in regards to which 


breathless 


into his 


ted their little scamperers. 


I felt my presence profane in this | 


rustic abode of pure thought and deed. 
As I tiptoed through the tulips bor 
dering the drive, I realized as never 
before the infinite tenderness lying 
behind the grim mask men call Ernest 
Void, the Tycoon of the Ticker. Re 


pose to his assets. 





SHAKESPEARE — Then 


Lover oF 
what about Othello? 
THEATRICAL Propucer—Yes, that’s 


not so bad. I can call it the “Moor 
the Merrier,” and write in a scene for 
the Tiller Girls. 

—Everysopy’s WEEKLY 




















“Quick, Henry, the Flit!” 
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JUDGE’S 
CROSS-WORD 
PUZZLE BOOK 


in 6,000 humorously clever 


make Noah Web 
r turn over in his grave. Edited by the 
taff of Jupce, the originators of humorous 
s-word puzzles, it contains 50 of the 
best cross-word puzzles that have ever ap- 
ared in Jub 
And when r f-control forsakes you 
nd you just can’t stand the suspense any 
re } in turn to the back of the 
book, break the seal and compare your an- 


swers with the correct ones. 
e cover was designed by Ruth 
Fastman Rodgers There are 
titles and clever captions 
Order Your Copy Now! 
. You'll never have 


so many laughs anywl 


humorous 


ym every page. 


so much fun or get 
ere for $1.50. 
JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc., 6-28-30 
18 East 48th Street, 
New York, N. Y. 
Dear Sirs: 


Please send me .. copies of Judge's 
Cross-Word Puzzle Book, at $1.50 each, 
for which I enclose 


Name 


State 








on 


—ApvrT. 
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GOLF \ 


CLUBS 


BUTCHART- NICHOLLS 
FULL LINE OF 

BUTCHART-NICHOLLS CO. SPRINGDALE.CONN, 
SASSI 8 SSO 
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This season’s 


smart collars eall | 


for a SWANK 


Men who turn with the trend of 
style know that the smartest collars 
must be fastened. But “fastened” 
doesn’t mean pinned. Not as long 
as there’s Swank! It does everything 
a pin does, except jab your neck 
and punch holes in your collars. 
Swank has no points! 





You merely slip Swank onto your 
collar-points — and your collar is 
neat and firm. 

Gold-filled or solid-gold Swanks 
. «+ plain or engraved . . . 50c to 
$10. At jewelers’ or men’s shops. 


SWANK 


LOOKS LIKE A PIN, BUT ISNT 
Made by the Baer & Wilde Co., makers of 
Kum-a-part Cuff Buttons, Attleboro, Mass. 











In order to complete our record 
files, we would like to purchase 
the following back issues of 
Judge: 
1909: 
1911: 
1920: 


If you know where these issues 
can be obtained, please write 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 
18 East 48th Street, New York City 


December 4 
May 13 and 20 
January 17 




















Why suffer with unsightly hangnails 
and risk infection? Trim them neatly 
with Gem, the pocket manicure, 
Ideal for trimming, filing, and clean- 
ing nails, Quick, handy! At all 
drug and cutlery stores. Gem Ie, 
Gem Jr. 35¢ (watch-chain model). 


The H. C. COOK Co., 3 Beaver St. 


RHEUMATISM? TOO MUCH ACID? 


oRINK VITTEL WATER 


GRANDE SOURCE 
Palatable and Effective 


MORRIS & SCHRADER, * new Yorn 
’ 


NEW YORK 



































Judge’s Crossword No. 162 
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Submitted by Mary Anne Sawyer, New York City. 


Horizontal 


4 post at Princeton. 

Some letters that need answering. 

This is a fake. 

A shot in the face. 

Sticky stuff. 

Cracks about this are dangerous. 

Foundation of the American home (pl.), 

Four-wheeled rumble seat. 

You said it! 

Playing doubles. 

A Greek hick. 

Dry humor. 

This should be seen but not heard. 

Here's where the plumbers get a break. 

And here’s a liner a shortstop can’t handle, 

Sons o’ guns. 

A good comeback. 

This lad said “The moving finger writes; and having 
writ, moves on.” 

These are shed by many a chorus girl. 

A minor matter. 

This little pig went to market. 

The head man 

The kind of measures angry butchers resort to. 

Silence! 

Balloon-sized pome. 

A rummy fellow. 

What they wear on their weak ends in Scotland. 

The lad with the high hat. 

The sign that made an impression on the sign painter, 

Sillies. 

This kind of horse is easily spotted. 

If you're a poor fish this may puzzle you. 

Dunk. 

What the lad they said would amount to nothing actually 
amounted to. 

A very contrary current. 

Once upon a time there was a printe-—— 

College ogre. 


Vertical 


An expensive mouthful. 

Dora's poker relative 

These were long at Christmas, 

Bum dressing. 

You're certainly all at sea without these, 

How to grow a bankroll (provided you have something 
to start with). 

What did Lucretia Borgia hold her lovers in? 

The kid himself. 

Manhattan sparking place. 

The most interesting child in the world, 

Give me lots of this and I'll be hoppy. 


an 





Judge pays $10 for each puzzle printed, ~ 


This may give you a dirty look. 

Ride these and you'll ride to the poorhouse. 

Homes for moths. 

This reminded Rover of a sausage. 

A wiseguy thought this up. 

European trips are a cinch with these, 

A popular waster. 

All that was left of the vegetarian’s dinner, 

\ friend from France. 

The middle of the berth. 

\ fly-by-night. 

Blessed is the one that doesn’t wrinkle, 

4 dirt collector. 

The fellow who invented the Norse Code, 

This’!! make a hole in one. 

She went to Paris to change this. 

Makes goo-goo eyes at. 

This suffered a severe drop recently in Paris, 

Cleo was sweet to Mark; Juliet to Romeo; Lizzie to 
Henry: but who is sweet to every man? 

The king of hearts. 

4 lofty mortal. 

Congressional vacuum. 

What to do after you go on a rip. 

That's all there is, there isn’t any more. 

The old green river 


Residence of the very first people of the land, 


Solution of Last Week’s Puzzle 
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THE LETTERS 


of 
MARION FISHER 


Doar Hortense: 

‘VE just been up to City Hospital to 

see Sally Saunders. She parted com- 
pany with a pestiferous appendix that 
hasa't meant good by her in years, and 
her operation is a huge success, socially 
as well as surgically. 

Around her bed are enough flowers to 
make the California Chamber of Com- 
merce turn green with envy. And talk 
about fruit! You ought to see the nurses 
and internes eating it for her! Well, 
after looking over the situation, | didn't 
know what to bring her as my own get- 
better-in-a-hurry offering. | sure was in 
a quandary (nice word, eh, Hortense?) 
until a little birdie whispered a happy 
thought. to me. 

So last week | sent her a two-year sub- 
scription to JUDGE. It will give her 
pleasure long after the operation has 
been forgotten. And today, when | ar- 
rived at the hospital, she had already re- 
ceived her first issue, with the following 
therapeutic results: (1) Increased 
Laughter. (2) Normal Pulse. (3) Stimu- 
lated Sense of Humor. (4) General 
Constitutional Improvement! 

Next time you want to cheer up a 
sick friend, send the surest little recov- 
ery-hastener in the world—send a sub- 


scription to JUDGE! 


Joyously yours, 


jas ae 


* & * 


lf you know a patient who needs the 
healing balm of laughter, lose no time in 
sending a subscription to JUDGE. Sick 
or well, some friend or relative will 
chuckle at JUDGE'S weekly wit. Use the 
handy coupon below for your gift sub- 
scription. 


JUDGE PUBLISHING CO., INC 6-28-30 
18 East 48th Street, New York, N. Y. 
Dear Judge 
Please send Judge weekly for 
Jl year .. . ‘ eer 
yea 7.80 

to 
Add 
City .. . o WR cccccscéccocoes 


for which enclosed please find my check 





Books Soon Wear Out 
(Continued from page 6 


fourteenth printing the books began 
to wash up on the beach and, on any 
clear day, you could see the fisher 
folk of Massachusetts taking them out 
of their lobster pots and mackerel 
nets.” 

““As a matter of fact,” said G. P. 
Putman, handing his son, David, a 
pair of sealskin mittens, “can we pub 
lish a book for a dollar and still make 
money on it—not yuunting what a 
fella might pick up on a good dog like 
Gallant Fox?” 

Mr. Bon Ami turned down a corner 
and said: ‘“Let’s figure it out—750, 
000 copies sold, 600,000 returned to 
the bookstore in exchange for ‘Cim 
maron’ or an atlas, leaves 150,000. Of 
this number 100,000 are loaned: 10.- 
000 are used to press four-leaf clov- 
ers; 15,000 are used under highball 
glasses; 5,000 are thrown at cats: 
5,000 are used to hold envelope flaps 
down until the glue sticks: 5.000 are 
left in deck chairs; 5,000 are given 
back the following Christmas and, of 
the remaining 5,000, at least 3,000 
have uncut pages and the”other 2,000 
are ptinted upside down.” 

“Then you do think we can make 
money at a dollar a copy?” waxed 
Mr. Putman, enthusiastically. 

“Only if the horse I spoke of comes 
in at 30 to 1,” réplied Mr. Schumann. 

“Regardless of the profit,” said Mr. 
Mobbs, “‘let’s have a book price war!” 


Mr. Doubledoor said: ‘Fine! We'll 
all slash each other’s throats ... I'll 
cut yours first, then you can cut mine.” 

“Not yet!” yelled Mr. Liverwurst, 
leaping up onto the table. “Wait till 
I phone S. S. Van Dine and tell him 
to start writing ‘The Publishers’ Mur- 
der Case.’ ” 








Notice 

If you know of any such freak 
laws as appear on page 12 of 
this issue, send them to JupGE 
and you will receive $5 for any 
that we are able to use. 

The contributors of the laws 
appearing in this issue and to 
whom we have paid $5 each are: 


Raymond Villamil, Florida, 


N. Y. 
Marshall Wells, Sacramento, 
Calif. 
William Bitterson, Baltimore, 
Md. 


Basil Gordon, Baltimore, Md. 


Edward B. Brabets, Hutchinson, 
Kan. 





"THE 
STATLER’ 


say 


and be SURE 









When the taxi driver asks, ““Where 
to, sir?” tell him to drive you to 


The Statler — there your satisfac- 
tion is guaranteed. 

You can be sure of finding em- 
ployees who are trained, courteous 
and helpful — who go out of their 
way to give friendly, interested 
service. 

You can be sure of excellent food 
in attractive, well-managed restau- 
rants. You can be sure of fixed, un- 
changing rates posted in every 
room, a radio, your own private 
bath, circulating ice-water, a morn- 
ing newspaper under your door, a 
bed-head reading lamp and many 
another thoughtful comfort to make 
your stay pleasant. 

And you'll appreciate the cer- 
tainty of getting a/l these things in 
every Statler — whenever you are a 
Statler guest. 


HOTELS 
STATLER 


BOSTON DETROIT 
BUFFALO ST.LOUES 


CLEVELAND NEW YORK 
[ Hote! Pennsylvania | 
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Newcomer—O. K., but where’s 
Groucho, Zeppo and Chico? 


f Haw! 





Ph RANK Busu, they say, used to 
i} panic audiences with it twenty-five 
bl years ago. An Irishman here for the 
a | first time was driving in the country 
and stopped when he saw a farmer 

| bi} hauling a load of huge pumpkins. 
ie “Phwat are thim ?”’ the old Tadasked. 


The farmer, thinking he was being 
kidded, replied: “Why, those are 


t donkey eggs.” 
tl 1 . “Phwat do you do with thim?” 
my ; asked the Irishman. 
ff] “Oh, you sit on them!’ 
I : The Irishman bought one, took it 


home and sat on it for a week. 
Finally, in disgust, he hurled it 


== 





ag down a hill and watched it smash into 
tt : : a tree. The crash frightened a rab- 

iy} | é bit, which raced away, but the Irish- 
} I ; } man ran after it. 

iN ; : “Come back here!” yelled the breath- 
| less Irishman, “I’m your father!” 
—Dairy Mirror 
THE 
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“Crabs, crabs! 
a Old Lady 31 sceptically, “but 


Le Wir Ot 








Soft-shoe crabs!” hoarsed a hawker. 


Accessories Extra 
[sere had been a motor wreck. 


One of the drivers climbed out in 
a fit of temper and strode up to a man 
standing on the sidewalk, thinking 
him to be the other driver. 

“Say, where the devil’s your tail 
light?” he roared. 

The innocent bystander looked up 
at him. ‘Wot do you think I am—a 
bloomin’ lightning bug?” 


Humorist 




















Critic—Ah! 


And what is this? 
It is superb! What soul! What 
expression! 

Artist—Yeah? That’s where I 


clean the paint off my brushes. 


In Iceland, which has had only 
three murders in the past sixty years, 
“Philo Vance would starve to death,” 
opines the New York Post, 
wouldn’t be a bad idea at that.” 

—Detroir News 


“which 





“WE’RE PLAYING ’EM ON THE NOSE TO SHOW,” BABBLED THE 


82 





Not New But Clean 


o£ Hanrartty of the H. Liveright 

offices would have you believe he 
actually overheard it in the Go-Ghetto 
District, a pushcart 
peddler for every broken heart. 


where there is 

Two pusheart pushers were push- 
ing their pushearts along the con- 
gested area when the one on the left, 
Moe, the 


other, whose Christian name was Ben: 


whose said to 


name was 

“Nu, howz business?” 

Ben made no reply. 

“I said,” reiterated Moe, ““Howz 
business?” 

To which the stubborn Ben boomed: 
“Does Macy tell Gimbel ?” 


Dairy Mirror 
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‘—and now, ladies and gentle- 
men, did you ever hear the story of 
the traveling salesman and _ the 


farmer’s wife?” 


BOOKIES 
Messrs. Hotchkiss and Coldchkiss, with 40—Ravishing Nymphs—¥40, in their stellar dance spectacle. 


“Here y’are, lady; they’re all alive!” “Yes,” admitted 
are they fresh?” Her eyes were a violet bruise under the haunting stars as she 
surrendered her lips to his masterful embrace. 





EDWARD LANGER PRINTING CO., INO., JAMAICA, N. ¥. 














cls 


area b 


Sanne 











“One Pities..... Marvels 
p93 


Admires.....: 





ILLS is the story of a girl ratsed in the 

traditions of old China who never saw 

her husband until her wedding day, and 
a westernized man who wanted the com- 
panionship of a woman—not the worship of 
an exquisite, but silent doll. Here is the far- 
reaching conflict of the old and the new woven 
into a novel so full of emotion and heart- 
touching pathos that you will not want to 
put it down. 





‘Mrs. Buck has written a novel of exceptional 
beauty. She writes simply and with fine dy- 
namic force. On no occasion does she bow to 
the bizarre nor does she incline towards a mere 
display of tinkling words and costumes. The tale 
is deeply moving.’’—Boston Evening Transcript. 


“To say that Mrs. Buck blends charm with 
poignant drama and pathos is not enough. 
Her book involves two problems, immediate 
and sternly practical . . . the mixing of the 
white and yellow races and the revolt of the 
western educated young man against tradition. 
A striking piece of work . . . indeed it does 
not suffer in comparison with Lafcadio Hearn”’ 

—N. Y. Times. 


“It is a charming work, beautifully and subtly 
done, presenting a newer and more refreshing 
view of the age-old conflict between the East 
and the West, the clash of two heritages."’ 

—N. Y. Sun. $2.50 


EAST WIND: 
EST WIND , 
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PEARL ‘S BUCK x. 

THE JOHN DAY COMPANY NEW YORK Address 
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f 386 Fourth Ave. 
New York City 


Dept. | 
ra Gentlemen: L enclose 


$2.50 for one copy of East 
Wind: West Wind. 
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20,679 Physicians 


SAY «. 
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are fess uritatin g 
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“It’s toasted” 


Your Throat Protection agalnst limitation against cough ( 























